SCENE H
SIR JAMES CAVAN*S bouse in Kent. It is a spring evening,
about nine o'clock in the year 1930. The scene is LADY
CAVAN'S bedroom. It is a comfortable and charmingly
furnished room, and the view from the window is magni-
ficent. First, low wooded hills, then the TLomney
Marshes, and beyond them, the sea.
LADY CAVAN is seated by the window at a bridge
table playing Canfield Patience. She is a graceful-
looking old lady. The twilight is fading rapidly, and
every now and then she pauses in her game to look out at
the distant lights coming to life along the coast. When
the curtain has been up for a few moments JOHN walks
quietly into the room. He is in uniform and looks
exactly as he did in the preceding scene. As he comes in,
there seems to be a distant rumble ofgtns a long way off,
and the suggestion of a Verey flare shining briefly and
dying away. He stands by the table opposite to LADY
CAVAN. She sees him and puts down the pack of cards
slowly.
LADY C. (in a whisper); Johnnie!
JOHN : Hullo, mother!
LADY C.: I daren't speak loudly or move, you might
disappear.
JOHN : I won't disappear.   I've only just come.
LADY CAVAN holds out her arms. JOHN comes
round the table and kneels on the floor by her chair. She
holds him tightly and wry still
57*